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INTO BATTLE IN A BOWLER HAT! 


Tsoon tell you about. 
aeroplane, Waggers. 
Look him up in my 


In November 1939 the tiny Fini 
Army is fiercely resist 
Russian invasion. Caught up 
fighting while delivering a mothball 
troop of Six-B light tanks to the 
Finns are ex-Sergeant Waggers, a 
veteran of the Indian North West 
Frontier wars, and Trooper Rook of 
the 10th Lancers, the Queen's 
Royals. They are on their way to the 
front by train. 


As the plane departed, Lieutenant Aalto 
oppeared. 


F Polikarpov 1-16 plan’ : ‘ army, F 

é y, Friend 

of Friendly. , P Waggers! A vast 
7 Russian Army! 


il ie 
The wily Pathan could), 
teach ‘em a few 


ep | he lessons, Major. 7°— 
VNobody hurt. That Tap —Ja\|\ | 3 
Russian waste his <enpe— r 


Wi ood, sir! do not. 
aulets he Middle’ Clike me tanks being } 
fixed to a tr 


(going on patrol, 
Major? 








flaggers, you seem to 
take for granted that 
twill allow you to be} 
part of the attack. 


Woggers called a briefing of his crews. 
ZGentlemen, tomorrow 
‘convoy! Every fifth round in your cartridge 
belts will be tracer, That will make for 
‘accuracy and increase fire hazard for the 
transport column. 1. don't want any wild 
firing—tong bursts... 








LB tanks don’t go inta action without me to 
make sura your lads know what they're 
. ‘daing of, f 


Ss 


‘At dawn the Six-B’s moved out. 


“ LET'S GO TO WAR!” 
ya 


arge, Trooper. The 
o what if this ice Finns say the ice 
‘wais to bust? 3 four feet thick, 


of the lake. 


‘Aalto—er, just watch 
them wild bursts. 





Gennelmen of Mothball)- 
Troop—atten-SHUN’! 
Enemy convoy ahead! 

Let's go to war! 


Trooper Saapas, you fire 
that gun when Isay 


so and not a blinking 
ye second before. he 


Waggers’ section 
opened fire, 


e’re outgunn 
—t_ best scarpe: 


Not bod. Even the wily )- 
2> Pathans would be - “Wiese 
¢ proud of an ambush tiallal Where'd 
; sii that shell come 
from? 























“\ THEY" ING THEM TANKS?" 


Ne id) h PT Figures glided on the snow 


BY Looks like they can 
outscarper us tao. Huilo, ) / 
something's going on 
back there... 





1 gl 
So that's the special That is the Major. 
SAA work that last night's : Ha signals us back: 


CA crafty bloke 
wouldn't da so well 


ir bur the Pathans would 


== f*) a 


EXT WEEK—The bluff tha 





HOB JOINS AN ELITE OUTFIT. 


F Sparta contral to Pinetree One S% 
divert. Present base over- 
run by ASBLOC poratroops. 


Hmm! More Harriers...ona 
converging caurse. Ill tog 
along with them! 





Fey) 


When they landed, Hob was stil! 
smarting from the attack 


'’'m Major Frank’ Keg ’ Coburn, 
U.S. Marine Corps. | command 
this outfit! 


Kf Dy Oo Icurtsey or sing the 
1 IP Star Spangled Banner? 


They sound like a real slopp} 

outfit and I've gor my doubts about 

you, Now buzz off, i've got work to 
de 


oi With pleasure! 


“I'VE GOT MY DOUBTS ABOUT YOU!” 


Havin! a cat nap, Limey?, 
We coulda blasted you 
‘outa the sky! 

ga 


A Yank! should’ve known! 
Never met a Yank yet who could fly 
~_apaper-dart properly! 


Ve are not all Americans, mi 
Ve are of a speci 
just newly form 


pk: 
is And we've got orders to 
hi coll 


Lh 


you jes’ fitinif’n you 
e's Holocaust Squadron 
—an elite outfit with hand picked 
pilots. Except you, that is. You're only 
here becouse your squadron got 
itself stupidly wiped out, 


gas protection equipment in 
time, The result was the <j 

survivors couldn't hold off a 

surprise paratroop attack, 


Early next merning— 


Hurry, Englande! 
~ an emergency! 
= 





; y Y A righ? with you! 
ET i ‘ z 


ar 


“IMA GONER!” 
LG RAAPR 


'ASBLOC strike SS sircreht choad! 
That's our target, guys! 


Shortly— 


Sparta Control... ASBLOC 
airborne force suspected en route: 
for North Army H.Q. Intercept and 


‘cee benders 
Roger! 





Keep your formation, 
Holocaust! They won't be back! 
They've got their own 


Phew! Just in time! But I'm 
miles behind the others naw. 
That guy, Keg, isn't going to 
be too pleased! 





NEXT WEEK—The mid-air shooting galiery! 


THIS WEEK'S CODE— ' Soon, “ send Ail letie: 
LETTER CODE TWO. oe Ts : aie Sineen one Soe varlord H.Q. 
? y + St 
THIS WEEK’S CHALLENGE” : ies é 
: a wovwans WIZTLM? Hh) London NWS 3BN. 











































Dear Warlord, 

seodlls 1945 my grandad wi 

Kiel Cenc, 8,” Gun. They were going op ti 
mal in Germany when they ene te 2 


bridge. The Briti: 
Desert Rots) Galt 7h Armoured Division (the 


ahaa were crossing it started 
The ship sent the followir 
Bear welcames Desert Rats ©, end ies Polat 
started cheering, sila Scsepede 2 
je Rodney had just 
Prensettve service on the Russion convo, Oo" 
NAME, SUPE! 
CODE-KITAND FINGERPRINT Kin) jeer UBER 





FELLO, MARLORD AGENTSL 
YOU tL MAGE WOMICED £ AIWE GONE 
CACK 70 THE LD SYSTEM OF COLIWG: 
ADDRESSES ANDO MESSAGES. THE (5 AT 
THE REMMEST OF. YOUNGER AGENTS. MY, 
ADVICE 70 THEM 18 70 KELP PRACTISWG 
AW CODE- WORK MILL BECOME LASTER, 


Dear Warlord, 


Last summer our scout troop went to Cairnfonuck which is outside 
Larne. We camped out in tents for five nights. 

One night we were taken out in cars up onto a ridge about ten 
miles from the camp-site. We were put on different parts oF the ridge so 
we had to work independently. 

Some would-be joker put a magnet under my compass and | got lost. 
Eventually | was picked up by a search party and apart from that 
adventure it was a really worthwhile camp. 

TZIVGH NXPRMGB, XZIIRXPUVITFH, (SPYCRAFT BOOK) 






‘as serving on H.M,S. 


























































Dear Lord Peter. 

ce 1b was : 

b oe at Bentwaters 

Woodbridge by 2 maintenance 

fergeant working, ov te 
ierican, Fairchild A10-/ 

ackers). : 

(atta iken round the base fe — 

own the engine <a 

hauls and pre-flight tests. <x 

cr sat inan AlO-A under 
1 evetjeion and helped switcl 
sep he auxiliary power units 


Gnd warning systems. 
nd watthe end of the day 1 


the ee 30mm, shell 
was given a x et lige 

ey round) and a Tramee While he fi Xe 
eral How the ALO-A's Ind Soon back on \rvig WLW DIVCSZM 


wor! ‘ wz LIOGRAPH SET) 
Su CFONVI REHDRXS MUR WzeRvH, {He 


K k YOZXPKLLO, (He, u mae 
ee ne iA 0.2 ORD CLUNB MEMBERSHIP 18! RESTRICTED 
St 70 THE UK. IRE, AWD B.EPO.MAUBERE. 
= Fs ES eB Ee 


WARLORD CLUB 
ORDER, to WAR- 


T LORD SECRET AGENT 4 
SECRET, P CLUB at the address 
shown above, 








and 
over! 












NAME 
ADDRESS 












7 
Simply fill. in th 
wet ecoil eauponiond send te 


ORO with a 25p POSTAL 














L ENCLOSE 25p POSTAL ORDER 


Dear Lord Peter, 


Could you please give me some 


UZ! sub-machineraun ae pl tg information about the 


in your wagpon file? 


ine-g 
OvvV VWwM 
STAMP) FM WALA, HEMWYVIOZMY, (SECRET AGENT 


No sooner said, that done, OCF, a eu 


WEAPOW FILE 
UZI9MM S.M.G. 


Named after Major Uzi Gal of the Israeli Army this sub-machine- 
gun was designed in 1949 and has seen much service since. Its 
attractions are its short length and light weight. With the metal 
stock folded it is possible to fire single-handed and is ideal as the 
personal weapon for vehicle crews. The magazine, which has 
cutaway sections so that its contents can be seen by the user, fits 
inside the pistol grip, which has a squeeze safety device so that the 
gun cannot be fired if dropped There are attachments, which mean a 

ayonet, a fight or a grenade launcher can be fitted. It can be fired 
in bursts or single shots. 


Calibre—9 mm. Mogazines—25, 32 or 64, 

length stock folded—47 cm. Maximum effective range—200 m. 
(17.9 in), Rate of fire—1 28 r.p.m. (automatic) 

Weight loaded—4.13 kg. (8.9 Ib.). 64. F.p.m. (single 


The week's Bevis 
CODE KIT PLUS one of tl 
prizes—FINGERPRINT KIT, HELIOGRAPH 
SET, SPYCRAFT BOOK, SECRET AGENT 
STAMP or WARLORD BELT. Every other 
letter printed wins a prise, State 
which prize you prefer when you w 
Send your letters to WARLORD H.Q., 
20 CATHCART STREET, KENTISH TOWN, 
LONDON NWS JBN. 





W.. =} 
(Bork OVDRH MUGS. XROMVLLB- | a \ 


KSR - 
(SPYCRAFT BOOK) 
<a WD 28-3-81 


Deal Nord Peter, 
ive in the Banff and Buch 
World War, German Me 110° fee, 
aropped bombs at random. 
ne 


bomb hit the buiidi i 
Nowone Was bart aa oiling next fo the parish church, 


church roof © of metal went through the 

Hier mara struck the pulpit. It is still known as 
LMZGSZM Qz, IZHVIYEIGS. 

(HELIOGR APH. Fo IZHVIYEIGS, 


During the Second 
over the town and 


Letsofs if 
aid disguiees CORS tricks 





10 MANHUNT IN KOREA! 


British Sergeant Tom Wilson is in charge of a 
unit of green American troops surrounded by 
hordes of Chinese behind the enemy lines in 
North Korea. Tom hates and has sworn to kill 
his second-in-command, naturalised American, | [ 
Fritz Muller, who, as a member of the German 
Army in World War II, shot Wilson’s friends. 
For the time being the feud is abandoned, but 
neither man realises that they are being pursued 
by th tible Major Chao. 





2 
S V4 
me 


Do you think the 
Americans know the 
importance of the camera 
they took from the 
wrecked Sunderland, 
Major Chao? 


Possibly not, Captain—but 
it must be recovered or 
destroyed at all costs! 

2-7 We shall fly ahead of 
them, to set up an ambush. 


Meanwhile, the fugitives had hif trouble. 


BES 


SH 2 
= : 
at .! i 
i | © ge * (The bridge is down! We'll JNaR 
4 - ‘| never get across the river! 
Ve NN : 


4 fe: 


No need, Mein Herr. See—a 
z boat leaves the far bank 


Cancel that last order— 
they've got prisoners 
oboard! Yussef take out the 

=7 two guards. 


Yeah, | see it. Quick, drive 
the Jeeps au? of sight, then 
find what cover you can! 


There's other ways to cross 
water. Muller, take half the 
earch the bank for, 


shore. Make sure you get 
‘el ith the first burst! 





y es HIT THE DIRT!” 1 


The prisoners and guards were first ashore 


See, Sergeant, Yussef 
does not miss! 








How can we thank you Never mind the thanks. 
guys? We figured once the ) / Just help us push the raft 


1 Chinese gor 4 we were J—\ andthe dseniro the far 
A é 
; \ 4 A 2 ps Chee poe 
Don’t let ‘em get away! \ Maal = Z 
We need that raft! | ey ar === |= = f 
bh oA 4 y 
— Bay i bs 




















This 
hard work. Gimme iphiies ae : 
Y Chinese any day! 


First, Sergeant Wilson, 1 
go forthe guns! yw ° 








Exactly Corporal Muller. Back 


‘on those poles, you lot. The 
Gooks won't cause us any more 





Meanwhile, Major Chao was preparing. 
(oy SadtEsy 
=/ You will open fire and drive 
them down the side road. 
There, land the rest of the 
i unit will be waiting in 


It is good we freed those 
men, Sergeant. Being a 
prisoner of the Chinese is 
not pleasant, 


You should speak, Muller. 
Look how many people you 
Germans murdered! 





Wild tt shall beso, ) 
“Major Chao. 4 

















ff <5 25 oi a | eat 
f Sergeont Wilson, | was nota . “{ Anambush! We're under fire! 
‘Nazi. I was not responsible | _Y We'll take the side road. 
for their war crimes. i } | = = 


You're just like ali the other 
Jerries. To hear you talk, 
idon't know how Hitler ever, 


\(Like heck you do. We 
break through this heap! 


wi 
Da os the Sergeant says, Luke. 
I think that he is right! 








THE FIGHTING WITHDRAWAL. 


Those drongoes kee; 
coming! Wa can't hold” 


i 
New Guinea, 1942—Royal Marine 

Ba ‘Union Jack” Jackson and his U. 
A buddies, Sergeant Lonnigan and Marine 
(oi O’Bannion, with American pilot Captain 
Pave Duke Foster, try to delay a Jap force 
is p crossing the motniains by the Kokoda 

rack, 


ees 
4 





‘ ax. 
(The Morines and 
Foster pulled back. 
. : 


This bridge would ba 
a good place to hold 
the Japs, but we 
ain't got enavgh 

ammo left to make 


Those Srenuded will 
give the Nips 
something to chew on 





hat’s The bolt hol 
@ cable on thi 
loosened, Sai 


Here come the Japs! okay, i 


the bridge, fled One 30 6 Dap cimat the loose bolts, S3u? 
ge ata time! You first, | t ¥; 
Wem An | Ae 
ys SJ ape 8 Nite is SeaeTon 











GIVE US SOME AMMO!” 





Cy 





y 7M. AWS \ 


falling back on Kokoda, The 
(¢ 39th Australian have about 


A 130? Jeepers! There ar 
i ‘about 8,000 Japs comin: 
22-( still, we ain't got no choice. 
Rac We're out of ammo. 


Pulling out, Yanks? Had 
“Cenough of the fighting, eh? 


~ 


V1 got enough fight 
lft for you, +4 





You four are to go 
back to Isurava. 


we 


Take a bath, Nips! \\ 
BY okays ier sa 
Ms 1 sa 
Vag Sys 
At Kokoda— i! fy i We 


Port Moresby wouldn't 
believe that the Japs could 
get a whole army over the 
Kokoda Track, but you've 


you, sir. Give us some ammo 
ond we'll lend a hand. 
= ES 





= 1h 
 Curgh! that the best) \ 
aoe you can do?x= 









WwW COU 
ANKE 


Gave it for the Jf 







=e [At lsurova, they met the Australian General Kimber. 


a q ESE le, & 


LDN‘T ASK FOR BETTER GUYS!" 15 















aT 
ea be Vs 
By We've got our hands full, The 
American Fifth Air Force ore 
sending planes to help. We 
need a liaison officer on th 
ground to guide them. That's 
you, Foster, with these 
Marines to cover you. 










‘Okay, Lonnigan, but maybe 
that Aussie won't shout so 
loud when the Japs are close 2 
‘enough to spit in his eye. ye 

TP Mn = 
















Soon the Marines and Foster were headinghl 
back towards the enem, 
You'll need to re-equip, and ‘ yea 
you want food anda rest. 
How soon can you be back in 
action? 


Heavy firing up 
g> ahead! Sounds 
like the Japs have Wi 

hed Kokoda. 4 















packs and a radio, and we'll 
move our, General. We can: 
eat and rest on the way. 


cos fi 
—7L Call up your fly-boy 
buddies, Capt ihavice 


You're going in the 
wrong direction, 
Cohber! The enemy's 


Holy Toledo! Will you 
fook of that! A Jap 
general on a white 
horse, like this was a 







Vil be back! Wil fix 
the Japs and you 
Ws well, Yank!- 


target we 
mustn't miss.) 


The tunnel is almost rea 
General Garaud, Soon you 
will escape to England. 


Thank you, but first | must know 


Sines. 
Don't give us that claptrap 
about French glory! The 


Germans have overrun our } 


country three times in less 





ice 


My successor—you have 


Gy my sympathy! General 


Garaud’s boy is beyond 
control. You're welco 





The new teacher was in fact Britain's top secret agent, 
Lord Peter Flint, Code-named Warlord— 


{ Ha-ha! You should have 
ducked, Monsieur Le 
Welcome to hii et's hopes 
My task is to make sure he 
reaches Britain safely—and the 
nuisker the better. 


la: 


Ouch! That fi ttle blighter needs 
taking in hand—and it’s the 


Garaud brat! 
fT ed 














You need taught some Li 





=—|_|-—— discipline, garcon, but first 
Ml remove these 
i magazines from the seat of 
| T—\_ your pants! l [ (Bx 


ee 






















































Alter lunch, Flint found thot French history was to 
be rewritten — 





Anunfortunate beginning, 
having to whack the General's 
son, but I must play the par? of 

the irate teacher! 






aL Let thar boy go! lam 


Obersturmfubrer Hartz and I'm 
> here to stop French terrorists 
f from harming these boys whose ), 
fathers are our friends. a7 


Hartz is winning over some 
are of the boys. They’re i 
=a disillusioned after their 
country’s collapse. | must 
act before he gets too 
strong a hold on them! 


They must suspect that the & 
General will try ta escape but J 
were leave seiehiout Toeaves: 








I think not, R >; Even book- 
Obersturmfuhrer. es bAG’Y ( worms can hit 
at E back—what? 


Vi put a bullet in your 
att eg 


That dunce’s cap rather 
suits Hartz. Now—let's 
x st 


a We'll borrow the 
BX Obersturmfuhrer's car, 





How dare you say that! 
i'mno maggot—an 
i'm not going to filthy 3am 
AU England with you! 


Your corrupt politicians \_ 
were to blame, and little 
maggots like you who've \% 

10 fairh in your counter: 
= Ve 


GE 
CWD3 - 22% 








GRANARY?" 
jone call. 2y WET 


























20 \ THESE PAPERS ARE — CORRE 
- = TIP TT ot W7/, e [7 Yy UY, WH, BE 
ar ail 


YW 
WV 





\ 





« -{ That takes care of the rest 
~S of them! I trust you won’? 


1... 1 must thank you, 
M’sieu. Hartz would have 


~ (dash! A check-point!! 
hope they don't find 








Jaques in the back. cise 
4 = 
SEH, WAS 
S WS 
eae af 5S ne 4G) 
Y The Nazis are rather good at A Py Z,) | 
that, I'm afraid, Perhaps you'll ( 
see them now for the rats they a 














are. Now we'd befter getin 
touch with your Resistance 


| 


"IMS os 

| i 
ee x These papers arenot \')|||||| 
“Saud (correct! You must come / | |||] 

with us. | = Sorry, my old 

| i Dyk saverkravt-muncher!) 
ne T 
( r g <Th py SAYA Alt 
ae 


chappies! 





“\ YOUR FATHER HAS ALREADY ESCAPED!’ 


{Osos 


Y Two down—naw where's | yer 
Q that third Jerry? It > \ Hy + %& 
[ ONG ‘y d wg 


ESN 
a 





I say, well done, old bean! 
Obersturmfvhrer Hartz 
made a good job of teaching 
you to fire that Luger. 


And a few hours later-— Mite 
Lvour father has already 
escaped, Jaques! He left 
for England an hour before. 
Tus. 





La 


i MPACT OF LIGHTNING WAR - THE BLITEKAIEG! GERMAN THOOFE, TANKS. 
SG oo bo Tile We INTER. NOTHING CAN STAND AGAINST THEM, ONE GERMAN AIRMAN GEMS 
MORE DEADLY THAN ALL THE OTHERS. HEI8 HURT STAMLMANN, HIB AMAZING STORY SIARTO NEXT WEEK. 





ADVERTISEMENTS 


Please tell your 
parents before 
replying to stamp 
advertisements. 
Patera eae naria 


FREE.—Two different G.B. 
stamps good used, when 


be 
Collect Stamps," tree 

aoe Request trlendly eaprovals 
™ 


stamp. é 
Vicarage, Crediton, 
Suffolk. 

No free gifts, ine 


value with’ my 
ctions of 


me, S 
tHe ancat JVEW’ gee Recuest my eurere ape 
PICTURE STORY PAPER FOR BOYS Road, Bouremewine’) SPORE 


- e flaties tree when first apply 
ON SALE FRI. MAR 27th ae 
&K GATED APR 





“ JUST A KID’S TOY!” 











SN 


Belgium, May 1940. A 
British infantry 
company is under heavy 
attack from German }* 
Panzer III's, re 





We can’t hold them, 
sir! We need anti. 
tank gun suppor 


The Belgians know J ), 
that and it's already 


Bot when their Belgian allies imayFi dan’ believe 
appeatid Call that thing an anti-tank ey've knocked 
sa gun? That's not a gun—that's } iy f sith (one out! 
justakid’stoy! ym p 


Easy, Emil, do not lose 
your temper! | think 
they will change their 
tune once they see what 
our 47 mm. can do! 











re STUKA ATTACK! 





They've done it again! Itake i: Id you 
it all back, mates. That gun’s_ j—S i) ir minds 
amighty powerful toy! 





You can too, Sergeant Goffin! 
BU Idon’t know where we'd be 
without you! 
Ai they've got much 
‘rougher hides than 
Fis the fil’s! 





‘But |, Paul Goffin, promise 
you that their heavier < 
armour will not save them, 
Monsieur. We can handle 
any tank the Boches send 


However the Luftwaffe 
were called in— 





As the lost ruthlessly 
efficient’ Stuke climbed 


Mantis 
Well, Paul, we. 
did our best? 


We did that, but naw 
we must pay the price 
of defeat as prisoners 

gg of the Boches! 





HE ISLAND!" 


But the worst part of being a 
prisoner here is having to 


25 





There followed weary yeors of 

imprisonment till, in 1943, Paul and 

Emil found themselves doing slave 

lobour on the fortifications of one 

of the German-occupied Channel 
Islands 


atch our own captured 47's 


we 
¢ being used by the German 
garrison. It makes me sick! ) 





When we're old, 
old men perhaps 
A but not before! 














You are here to 
work not talk! Now 





British Commandos! 
They're raiding the 
island! 











Tanks! They'll blow the 
barges and men to 
pieces! The whole raid 
is going tobe a 
massacre! 


Not if }can help it! Start 
shouting at the top of 


% 


your voi 








ces! I've got 











beach! Where's 
Goffin? 





Here, monsieur! 
Now quick—we must 
find our 47's before, 
those Panzers wipe 
out the whole raid! A. 











“\ LET HER RIP!” 





26 












Come on, boys! they've } Just what we're 
bullied and ill-treated us 4. looking for—one of 
for years—but now it's } 

Sema our turn! 















y 


i 


% Ne 











SS aL Emil, t've never 
been more ready! } 
Rac Ler her rip! 





















Paul, ithas been 
so long! What if 
we are no fonger 
the gunners we 





Blimey, what's 

that? It looks like 

something out ofa 
circus! 











~ (those Panzer IV's just as 





Emil, you worry too 
much. Everything will be 
ust fine! We will hondle 





we did before! 





And who are those 
blokes in it? They're 
(not Jerries, that’s for J 








You know, mate, when! 
A first saw you drive upin |} 
thar thing, I nearly burst = 
out laughing. But after 
bered it and 














How strange, 
Monsieur—for back 
in 1940 I met other, 
British soldiers, and 
they said exactly the 
same thing! J= 


Wo. 28.3.8) 





One of the more revolutionary aircraft 
designs of recent years—the Fairchild A-10 
ground support aircraft—is the subject of 
this 1/72 scale kit by MONOGRAM. The 
model forms an ideal basis for a diorama, 
having an opening cockpit canopy. an open 
engine access hatch which exposes a neatly 
detailed engine and a pilot entry ladder. 
The pilot figure supplied is moutded in the 
seated position but it’s not too hard a job 
to convert it to a figure climbing in or 
out of the cockpit or up and down the ladder. 
A-10's carry a fearsome weapons load and 
the kit follows this by supplying a large load 
of conventional and “smart” laser guided 
bombs. Ta enable the model to sit correctly 
on its wheels a clear plastic tail-mounted 
prop is supplied. Despite its being hidden 
however, a more realistic effect is achieved 
by adding weight to the fuselage nose. Lead 
shot, airgun pellets or tiny ball-bearings all 
embedded in plasticine to stop them rattling 
—they’re ail ideal for use as ballast. The new 
style “low visibility” U.S.A.F. markings 
supplied add the finishing touch to a super 
little model. 





To represent mud, rust and oil stains, worn metal. etc. on his 
models, Patrick Golding, of Maidstone, borrows (so he says) his big 
sister's eye make-lip. Patrick reckons it's ideal. |. haven't tried it yet 
‘cos | can’t find anyone who will iend me any. Patrick, however wins a 
MONOGRAM Fairchild A-10 for his initiative—and nerve! 
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ADVERTISEMENT 





SUDDENLY THE 
GANG ATTACK // « 














MEANWHILE ...UP ON A | & iS 
HILL THE GUMFIGHTER O.K. SMALLBUBBLE- 

SEES ALL. ' GO FOR YOUR GUM 
= 


— a 


LETS SEE HOW BRAVE 
THOSE BANDITSARE, ¥ 
WITH BIG BUBBLES// 


a LOOKS 28, 
aC FOR HUBBA BUBBA// 
HUBBA BUBBA'S SO 

FAST IT SOON BLOWS 
MIGHTY BIG BUBBLES— 











fa 
GET READY FOR YOUR N 
AT YOUR SWEETS 





THE HAWKS FACE DESTRUCTION —ON THE SESenNes 2 


HAWK SQUA 


[eis commander Tan ‘* Mac” MacDuff 

ae with the famous Hawk Squadron 

jsince its formation in 1914. He 

| commanded it during the Second World 

War and, in 1950, started to write its 
history. 



















" Hawk Squadron was atteched to the British Eighth Army 
during the Italian campeign in 1944. The Germans’ 
Gothic Line defence system wos breached in September 
ond, in face of fierce opposition we yere nearing Bologna 
by October. Hawk Squedron occupied a captured enemy 
airfield ond made assault fights daily. 
















“The paratrooper-colonel, Oberst Karl Leiper, hod been in 
command of the column! 









S f 
> We will use this 
“SST half-track. Select 
our six bestmen, , 
In the desert in Africa the British arm, them well & 
Long Ronge Desert Groups Lddiice eS and bring that box 

A out of the nigh? at our sroundou SN show? of British 
raft. Tonight, we shall dora grenades we found. 

hall dor ST Iwill lead, 


















20 ‘\ DEAL WITH THE PERIMETER SENTRY!” 
eS = 





ve a go, Bert. 
Where'd you get 
No. this ball? 








Aircrafisman Ber) lomox appeared before me on a 


charge that afternoon. 
l nee ee | 





: Ss 
Then one day he 
knacked the hot offa 
visiting American 
colonel, sir. That was too 
much, sir, so I took the 
ball from him. 











Oh crikey! Flight 
‘Sergeant Simmonds! 
I'm for the high jump 


ever smashing hut 
windows with it. 











I cannot excuse this, 
Lomax. My sentence is 
twelve extra night 
guard duties, and you 
will not kick another ball 
for two months. All right, 
march him out. 








$o he’s made up anather \~ 
foothall, an’ there it is, sir. He 
nearly knocked my head off & 
with it this morning. That's why, 
I've charged him, sir. 








‘Quiet now, everybody. | 
want a grenade beneath 
each plane. When the 
first one explodes, open 
fire, Meyer, take one 
AA man and deal with the 
imeter sentry 


(EZ Gila all 
AOR se 


1 ain't supposed to 
kick anything, bui—, 


Blimey, yer got yer 
real ball back, Bert. 


EuON. 
STEp HAT INCIDENT 

To THe fo. THE 
ANDY, AME FIGHTING 


N 
AN ‘e 
OTHER STORY». T THAT's 


fasy, Sid. the Skipper 
wanted to put my name 
up for agong, butt 
said I'd rather have me 
ball back, and he 


The End 





MARCH 28th, 1981 
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